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of this gay, chattering mass of humanity as seamed and chasmed by lines of division in which a European can scarcely discover any intelligible meaning at all.
This, however, does not leap to the eye, and for the moment I am concerned only with the impressions which strike a newcomer ignorant of these things. Bombay must be the despair of the Indian sanitary reformer. The grey and brown slums of an English town are bad enough, but these brilliant, bizarre, sun-smitten slums of Bombay, with the plague in their dark places, give you a shudder such as you could get in no Northern country. There is, you feel instinctively, something poisonous in their glittering squalor. The medical service has done and is doing its best, but it is helpless against the passive resistance of a people which will live its own life in its own way, and has all manner of religious and racial prejudices that